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AT  AGE  18. 

I WAS  A VIRGIN 


-Anonymous 


“Don’t  scream.  Don’t  move.  If  you  move,  I will  break  your  neck.” 

I was  lying  on  the  floor  of  a “crash  pad”  in  Cambridge  where  some  people  I 
had  met  on  the  common  invited  me  to  stay.  Too  hot  for  my  sleeping  bag,  I threw 
it  on  the  floor,  took  off  my  shorts,  and  was  sleeping  in  my  blue  work  shirt  and 
underpants.  The  house  was  big  and  it  was  sublet  for  the  summer  by  a bunch  of 
“freaks”  I guess  was  the  popular  expression.  People  came  in  and  out.  The  doors 
were  never  locked.  Two  of  the  men  worked  the  night  shift  at  a factory  killing 
themselves  all  summer  for  tuition  money.  I was  in  their  room.  To  me,  there’s 
something  sacred  about  a person’s  bed,  I never  sleep  in  another  person’s  bed.  I 
had  my  sleeping  bag  on  the  floor. 

I woke  up;  a strange  man  was  kneeling  next  to  me,  he  had  one  hand  on  my 
chest  and  one  large  hand  around  my  throat  holding  my  head  to  the  floor.  He 
told  me  not  to  say  anything,  to  move,  to  scream,  or  he  would  break  my  neck.  He 
ripped  the  front  of  my  shirt  and  the  only  sound  were  the  buttons  hitting  the  fur- 
niture and  wall.  He  never  took  his  hand  from  my  throat.  He  ripped  off  my  under- 
pants and  he  raped  me. 

He  held  my  neck  and  shoulders  so  tight  they  were  green  and  black  for  the  rest 
of  the  summer.  I was  so  scared  he  was  going  to  kill  me,  his  eyes  were  so  crazy,  I 
don’t  think  he  even  blinked,  he  just  stared.  I never  moved.  I heard  him  run  down 
the  stairs.  I crawled  into  the  hall.  I couldn’t  walk,  I was  so  sore  and  numb.  I got 
into  the  bathroom,  but  not  quite  to  the  toilet  and  retched  and  retched.  Blood, 
my  virginity,  and  a stranger’s  semen  poured  down  the  inside  of  my  leg.  I couldn’t 
even  cry  I was  so  sick.  I didn’t  know  anyone  in  the  house.  I didn’t  know  what  had 
happened  to  me.  The  blood  scared  me.  I couldn’t  stay  concerned  about  my  body 
because  I didn’t  understand  what  I should  do.  I wanted  to  kill  myself.  I wanted  to 
disappear.  I couldn’t  tell  anyone.  I could  never  tell  anyone.  I wanted  to  kill  that 
man,  he  took  so  much  from  me.  My  search  for  American  counter  culture  had 
ended.  My  idealistic,  wandering  innocent  and  loving  days  stopped. 

The  man  who  raped  me  had  hair  down  to  the  middle  of  his  back. 
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THEY  SLEEP  IN  THE  CELLAR 


by  Cut!  Goulet 


“Hey  Winch!  Winchell  of  buddy!”  shouted  Benny  at  an  old  man  in  a battered 
grey  overcoat  across  the  street.  He  was  hunched  over  and  coughing  when  he  glanced 
up  and  spotted  Benny. 

“Hey  Winch,  where  you  goin?” 

The  man  quickly  looked  away  and  limped  hurriedly  down  a narrow  alley. 
Benny  was  still  waving  when  he  stepped  off  the  curb,  wondering  where  the  fire 
was.  He  clutched  his  jacket  at  the  neck  as  the  wind  tore  through  the  holes  like 
knives.  The  streets  were  cold  and  empty  at  that  hour  and  Benny’s  friends  were 
few  and  scattered.  The  blinding  sleet  drove  against  his  reddened  face,  stinging  like 
needles. 

The  air  was  still  in  the  alley  and  Benny  found  Winch  sitting  in  the  doorway  of 
an  abandoned  theatre. 

“Hey,  that  shit  ain’t  gonna  work  with  me.  I know  you  ain’t  drunk,  I just  saw 
you  walk  down  here.” 

Winch  sat  quietly  with  his  hat  pulled  over  his  eyes;  his  arms  were  wrapped 
around  himself  and  a brown  paper  bag  pressed  tightly  over  a bottle  that  by  Benny’s 
best  guess,  was  probably  half  full. 

“Cold  ain’t  it,  Pal?”  said  Benny,  sitting  down  beside  him. 

“Hows  about  a swig  o’that  ol’  buddy?” 

Winch’s  grip  seemed  to  tighten  around  the  bag.  Benny  looked  at  Winch,  then 
at  the  bag  again  and  decided  that  more  finesse  was  called  for. 

“You  know,  I saw  Hank  and  Skip  the  other  day  down  the  Palace.  They  got  no 
class  though,  they  sleep  in  the  cellar  with  the  rats,  real  bums,  you  know  what  I 
mean?  You  saving  that  or  somethin?” 

“Anyway,  let  me  tell  you  somethin’,  stay  away  from  Toby’s,  that  punk  bar- 
tender’s an  asshole.  He  threw  me  out  — after  all  the  money  I spend  there  too. 
He’s  got  some  nerve,  boy.  He  wouldn’t  take  my  word  on  a drink  or  two,  imagine 
that?  I told  that  bastard  off  good,  should’ve  knocked  him  on  his  ass.  They’ll  never 
see  me  in  there  again,  I got  my  pride  you  know.  So  let’s  have  a little  nip  there, 
ok  pal?” 

Benny’s  chuckle  ended  in  a cough  as  he  stared  at  his  shoes  for  a moment,  the 
soles  of  which  were  falling  off.  The  wind  whipped  against  the  tall  buildings  sending 
a blast  of  winter  screaming  down  the  alley. 

“No  one  gives  a shit  anymore,”  moaned  Benny,  “they  piss  all  over  you  and 
won’t  give  you  the  time  of  day,  it’s  one  hell  of  a world.  I mean  a guy  ain’t  got  it  made 
’till  he’s  dead,  right  buddy?  Just  ’cause  a guy’s  cold  and  tired  and  got  no  money 
don’t  mean  he  can’t  have  a lil’  drink,  ain’t  that  right  Winch  ol’  pal?”  laughed 
Benny,  slapping  him  on  the  knee.  “So  let’s  have  another  lil’  drink.” 
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It  was  starting  to  snow  as  Benny  lit  a cigarette  scrap  and  waved  it  around  in  his 
frozen  fingers  when  he  talked.  He  rattled  on  and  on  about  the  various  misfortunes 
that  befall  us  all  now  and  again  and  how  friends  in  need  always  seem  to  find  each 
other. 

“Remember  when  you  needed  a couple  of  bucks  one  time?  I said,  “Sure  Winch, 
I know  you’re  good  for  it.  I always  take  care  of  my  pals  you  know.” 

Benny  leaned  over  and  whispered  matter-of-fyctly,  “I  know  you  ain’t  drunk. 
That’s  a good  bit  you  do  but  I seen  it  too  many  times  to  be  fooled  you  know.” 

Benny  rubbed  a hand  over  his  coarse  face  looking  at  Winch,  at  the  bag,  then 
at  Winch  again.  He  reached  over  and  tried  to  take  the  bottle,  but  there  was  no 
give.  Benny  sat  there  with  his  hands  dangling  between  his  knees.  Winchell’s  a 
cheap  shit,  he  thought.  Besides,  he  really  didn’t  want  his  god-damned  bottle 
anyway.  He  got  up,  brushing  the  snow  off  himself. 

“Look,”  he  said,  “I  know  you  ain’t  drunk  ’cause  I just  saw  you  come  down 
here,  so  let  me  tell  you  this,  I know  you  can  hear  me.  You’re  a no  good  cheap 
bastard  and  if  you  ever  need  a favor,  don’t  come  runnin’  to  this  kid.  I mean  I’m 
busy  and  I can’t  help.” 

The  snow  was  thick  in  Benny’s  hair  as  he  started  off.  He  slipped  on  some  ice 
and  fell,  his  head  crashing  into  a trash  barrel.  Benny  got  up  swearing  and  kicked 
at  the  barrel,  then  glared  at  Winch.  More  insulting  than  the  fall  was  the  fact  that 
Winch  didn’t  bother  to  laugh  or  even  look  up.  Benny  left  in  a huff.  He  just  sat 
there,  fumed  Benny,  like  he  was  dead. 


MISCUE 


by  Charles  Emmons 


While  piling  ham,  cheese 
and  other  spicy  things 
on  very  crusty  bread 

I found  my  wife 
sensuously  sliding  against  me 

In  turn  I 

tenderly,  intimately  responded, 

I had  miscued; 
instead  with  my  sandwich 
she  absconded. 
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THOSE  POEMS  ON  LOVE 


by  Frank  Janes 


I hate 

poems  about  love. 

So  palatably  sweet, 
sq  cloyingly  coated, 
so  pompously  bloated, 
so  precisely  neat. 

Continuous  banality 
with  ludicrous  words  of  kindness 
and  a most  consistent  blindness 
to  love’s  reality. 

Always  drawing  insipid  allusions 
to  songbirds  and  sunny  days; 
tender  words  and  funny  ways; 
to  retain  their  false  illusions. 

Never  do  they  tell 
how  loving  changes  to  hating 
while  wondering  and  waiting 
in  nights  of  hell. 

An  inferno  of  venom.  Shouting/hurting  words. 
Sparks  sputtering  suspicions 
into  a blaze  of  accusations. 

Now,  where  are  those  goddamn  songbirds? 

Apologies  are  not  always  the  dilution; 
for  souls  are  not  necessarily  made  of  asbestos 
and  sometimes  an  ugly  animal  named  divorce 
can  be  the  only  solution. 

So  despite  all  the  saccharinity  running  around, 
those  little  poems,  ever  so  sweet, 
do  in  the  end,  deceive  and  cheat, 
by  never  mentioning  that  Love  is  a possessive  noun. 
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A SOLDIER  'S  DREAM 


Dedicated  to  my  father.  by  Gordon  F.  Prescott 


After  his  third  patrol,  Ernest  sat  down  on  a friendly  tree  stump.  Wiping  the 
sweat  out  of  his  eyes,  he  looked  at  the  strangeness  and  unfamiliarity  of  his 
surroundings.  Only  the  view  that  lay  within  the  range  of  movement  of  his  eyes 
was  observed,  for,  in  his  exhaustion,  Ernest  found  it  too  much  of  an  effort  to 
move  his  entire  head.  He  saw  an  occasional  empty  smile  among  the  weary  ex- 
pressions on  his  companions’  dirty  and  unshaven  faces.  A sudden  shiver  of  fear 
came  over  Ernest  as  he  continued  to  look  at  the  faces.  He  saw  a mixture  of 
sorrow  and  repulsive  insanity  and  wondered  if  the  others  were  thinking  similar 
thoughts  about  him. , 

Then  Ernest’s  attention  traveled  to  a dead  tree  in  the  nearby  swamp.  After  he 
stared  at  the  tree  for  several  minutes,  Ernest  found  himself  outside  the  enormous 
house  he  had  lived  in  as  a child.  Along  the  side  of  the  house  and  towering  above  it 
stood  a maple  tree.  The  wide  expansive  field,  where  he  often  played,  lay  before  his 
eyes.  He  ran  across  the  field  and  when  he  reached  the  woods  on  the  other  side,  the 
melodic  songs  of  birds  filled  his  ears.  As  the  winged  angels  flew  about,  he  noticed 
the  different  bright  colors  of  their  plumage.  Ernest’s  ears  picked  up  another 
familiar  sound.  Spinning  around,  he  saw  his  dog  running  towards  him.  Ernest 
hugged  the  dog,  and  both  dog  and  boy  played  together.  Suddenly,  the  dog  fell  and 
gave  a convulsive  quiver;  the  birds  toppled  to  the  ground;  the  green  field  turned 
black;  the  maple  tree  was  converted  back  into  the  dead  tree  in  the  swamp.  Ernest 
felt  a rough  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  he  knew  it  was  time  to  go. 


CHANGING  CHARACTERS 


by  Marjorie  Owen 

For  over  a week  now  I have  been  walking  around  in  a daze  like  the  proverbial 
absent  minded  professor,  with  my  mind  wandering  around  looking  into  every- 
thing for  inspiration  for  this  theme. 

My  creative  juices  seemed  to  have  dried  up;  formerly  I was  a prolific  writer, 
mostly  letters  and  short  essays.  But  since  late  December  when  my  life  history 
had  a change  in  its  main  character,  I can  no  longer  express  delight,  excitement, 
joy,  anxiety  or  any  other  feelings  on  paper  for  fear  that  some  true  feelings  will 
burden  my  reader. 

The  character  in  my  life’s  theme  changed  from  wife  to  widow;  and  the  present 
adaptation  to  the  new  character  takes  time  to  develop,  just  as  any  character  change 
in  literature. 
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A PIECE  OF  THIS  EARTH 


by  Patricia  A.  Mooney 


The  purple  crocus  are  poking  their  heads 
Above  the  rich,  black  earth. 

How  I’d  love  to  grab  a handful 

And  feel  it’s  coolness 

To  smell  it’s  distinctive  aroma 

To  hold  a piece  of  this  earth 

I can  not 

It  is  not  mine 

It  is  someone  elses 

And  there  is  a gate 

But  many  years  ago 

When  buffalo  roamed  free 

This  land  was  everyone’s 

It  too  was  free 

The  crocus 

The  earth 

Were  shared  by  you  and  me 
Then  you  could  grab  a handful 
To  feel  it’s  coolness 
To  smell  it’s  smell 
To  hold  a piece  of  this  earth 


PEOPLE 


by  Lauren  Hancox 


I waited  in  the  car  while  JoAnne  went  into  Sunnyhurst.  A sports  car  with  the 
female  passenger  sitting  close  to  the  male  driver  pulled  into  the  parking  lot. 
The  driver  got  out,  smoothed  his  jacket  and  looked  himself  over.  He  walked  con- 
fidently into  the  store.  The  woman  moved  forward  on  the  seat  to  look  at  herself 
in  the  rear  view  mirror.  She  wiped  smudged  mascara  from  under  her  eyes,  smiled, 
then  separated  her  lips  to  examine  her  straight  white  teeth,  picked  her  nose  and 
sat  back  in  the  seat. 

He  was  probably  buying  breath  mints. 
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AFTER  A MILLION  PLUS 


by  Glenn  Zakarian 


He  moves  quietly  in  the  night 
His  eyes  dulled,  his  ears  keen. 

His  naked  hide  glistening,  heralding 
The  presence  of  battle,  struggle,  conflict. 

His  stomach  necessitates  his  courage, 

While  his  mind  dreams  of  peace. 

He  revels  in  his  victories  over  power 
And  like  primitives,  knowingly. 

Someday  he  would  be  the  vanquished. 

He  dreams  of  a million  intervals, 

Journeying  through  the  souls  of  the  will  be 
To  the  20th  Century  caves  of  the  choosers. 

His  eyes  flounder  in  a brighter  light 
As  he  senses  new  and  obscure  dangers. 

There  is  but  one  enemy  here. 

The  champions  are  the  rulers,  and  dictate 
With  imaginary  weapons,  subtle  and  ambiguous, 
The  traps  lie  concealed  and  entice  their 
Victims  into  dishonor,  urging  them  to 
Vanquish  themselves,  with  their  own  hand. 

The  victors  are  few,  the  vanquished  many 
Yet  lemming-like  they  play  the  game, 
Abandoning  their  honor  and  their  peers 
For  the  improbable  hope  of  victory. 

The  citadels  of  the  champions  are  solidly 
Defended,  by  demons  of  high  rank  and  favor 
Who  pounce  quickly  on  beacons  of  truth 
Distorting  the  screaming  message 
With  every  cunning  trick,  seeking 
Weakness,  lest  the  lemming  be  united. 

It  offers  bribes  of  crumbs  to  those 
Who  would  have  them  in  exchange  for 
Silence,  forever  turning  the  force  of 
Truth  upon  itself.  Few  heroes  rise 
On  this  new  battlefield,  and  those 
Who  do  are  granted  peace  through 
Permanent  disqualification,  when  necessary. 
There  is  much  sickness  here  in  lower 
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caste:  The  reasons  for  it  are  indelibly 
Evident.  It  is  the  champions  who  are 
Both  the  cause  and  the  cure;  the 
Underlying  cause  and  the  imagined  cure. 

It  is  the  infection  itself  that  causes 

The  disease  and  its  source  lies  safe 

In  its  castle.  Like  a cancer  it  grows 

And  spreads.  Its  products  are  isolated  and 

Contained,  its  source,  invulnerable  and 

Invisible.  There  are  few  new  champions 

Here,  the  lineage  well  protected  and  systematically 

Corrupted  by  carefully  presented  escapist 

Visions,  and  many  are  blinded  to  their  own 

Malignancy.  The  primitive  marveled  at 

What  he  had  seen  and  yet  recoiled  from 

It.  He  preferred  true  victory,  final  victory 

To  an  illusionary  one.  He  could  not  accept 

The  world  of  whim  and  its  flimsy 

Construction,  because  he  was  not  blind. 

He  had  not  evolved,  was  not  civilized. 


YEAH? 
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for  a favorite  friend 


by  Michael  O'Leary 


When  discussion  died  down  and  the  covers  were  tight, 

I kissed  her,  rolled  over,  and  switched  off  the  light 
By  the  bed  where  we  cuddled  and  wished  her  goodnight. 
My  body  was  limp  from  a wonderful  day 
Of  sharing  the  pleasures  of  sexual  play  : 

Leg  muscles,  my  arms,  my  neck  and  my  belly 
Were  beginning  to  feel  like  petroleum  jelly. 

I thought  of  the  month  that  she’d  been  away 
And  wondered  what  made  us  behave  in  this  way. 

I joyously  basked  in  orgasmic  delight 
That  rendered  me  A.F.O.  for  the  night. 

“Don’t  wake  me  too  early,”  I said  with  a yawn, 

“I  know  I can  sleep  until  well  after  dawn. 

Gather  your  strength,  for  you  know  very  well 
When  I wake  in  the  morning  I’m  horny  as  hell.” 

With  that,  I dropped  off,  and  peacefully  dozed, 

Feeling  contentment  clear  down  to  my  toes. 

But  then  I awoke,  abruptly,  it  seemed, 

From  my  magical  land  of  beautiful  dreams 
To  her  hand  where  it  wouldn’t  have  been. 

“Michael,”  she  purred,  with  a devilish  grin, 

“Let’s  do  it  again.” 
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WOMANBODY 


by  Esther  Baffler 

Whence  does  it  come? 

Sturdy  word,  whence 

Unto  an  urge.  By  oneself 

Readiness;  full-grown  need  — pukka-tock-tock 

Heart  thrums,  throat’s  swallow  effort, 

Fierce,  fogged  passions  to  unlock. 

Firm  fingers,  gentle,  too.  All  of  me.  Solo. 

Where  are  you?  Out  there.  Anguish  holds  as  a vise. 

I am  alone.  Now.  This  minute  of  Years, 

To  remember  a Love?  A Lust?  Does  it  matter? 

The  rhythm  beats  again.  Place  — pulse  the  hand, 

No  stopping  it  — aching,  struggle  on  — pukka-tock-tock. 

Mine  to  touch,  womanbody  older.  Sensual, 

Come,  come  quickly,  I call. 

Sweet  suddeness, 

Thankfulness  for  release 
Uncomplicated.  Ecstacy  lent. 

GOODBYE.  CINDERELLA 


by  L.  W.  Martin 


cast  no  backward 
glances 

toward  me 
i’m  not  there 
or  here 
or  anywhere 

i’m  nowhere: 
but  everywhere 
i look  i see 
me 

not  being  seen  by  you. 
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’C-od  dam  ou  sit  over  there  an  ! i do  mean  sit”  "I  knew  this  ’would 
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AS  PREG  AS  A GNAT 


by  Janet  Briyys 


As  preg  as  a gnat,  my  belly  looks  like  the  floor  of  Death  Valley,  so  dry  and 
cracked.  A dark  hairy  racing  stripe  interrupted  by  a bulging  discolored  navel 
(formerly  an  “inny”  now  an  “outy.”) 

Large  silver  fingers  reach  out  from  my  pubic  hair  up  over  the  crest  of  an  ever 
moving  mountain. 

My  hips  are  marked  as  if  I were  once  trapped  by  a giant  waffle  iron. 

I have  puked  my  own  weight  in  breakfasts. 

I’m  composing  a book,  “The  Sensuous  Pregnant  Woman”  to  join,  “ The  Wit  and 
Wisdom  of  Spiro  Agnew  and  The  Snakes  of  Hawaii  on  your  book  shelf.  I have 
farted  and  burped  enough  gas  to  power  the  city  of  Chicago  until  1989. 

The  last  weekend  I spent  in  Cambridge  I was  approached  by  seven  separate 
panhandlers  for  spare  change.  They  saw  my  corduroy  legs  flapping  out  from  under- 
neath a STUFFED  winter  parka  and  assumed  I had  a large  enough  waist  line  to 
spare  some  food  money.  No  one  thinks  a young  woman  in  Cambridge  could  be 
(gasp)  PREGNANT. 

My  breasts  are  so  large,  swollen,  and  sore,  I’ve  fashioned  a bra  from  old  para- 
chutes and  10  feet  of  chicken  wire. 

At  night  I carefully  carry  them  to  the  toilet  with  me.  I don’t  dare  walk  un- 
girdled  for  fear  one  will  bounce  up  and  knock  me  unconscious  or  worse  — that  one 
will  drop  below  my  waist  and  never  return. 

I stopped  hanging  my  wash  on  the  line.  One  look  at  my  bras  and  size  lOOOx 
white  cotton  underpants  and  the  neighbors  thought  the  paratroopers  at  the  local 
armory  were  on  maneuvers. 

I keep  a horn  and  an  unopened  bag  of  confetti  in  the  bathroom  in  case  I move 
my  bowels  in  less  than  two  comic  books’  reading  time. 

“You’re  carrying  well.”  The  position  of  the  baby  does  not  interest  me.  It’s  the 
position  of  the  nearest  toilet  seat. 

I could  never  watch  Mr.  Hulot’s  Holiday  and  walk  out  with  dry  pants. 

Knees  slapped  together,  ankles  crossed  tightly,  I must  immediately  contort  my 
body  if  I feel  a sneeze  coming  on. 

How  often  I heard  the  expression,  “the  baby’s  kicking.”  My  baby  does  not 
kick,  it  imitates  the  permanent  press  cycle  of  my  washer.  Moving,  turning,  churning 
just  as  I (try  to)  nod  off  for  the  night. 

Forcing  my  old  Ford  down  495,  I feel  my  babe  dancing  to  a lousy  AM  tune,  I 
say  out  loud,  “What  rotten  taste!”  but  inside  I smile  and  weep  a tear  of  joy. 
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THE  EXECUTION 


by  Earl  F.  Martin 

It  was  Palm  Sunday  and  spring  was  busting  out  all  over.  I was  in  church  singing 
praises  to  His  name.  The  sun  was  streaming  thru  the  windows  clean. 

“ Our  Father  who  art  in  Heaven  Hal ...” 

A fly  just  landed  on  the  second  knuckle  of  my  index  finger  right  hand.  My 
thumb  was  an  inch  above  the  fly. 

I lowered  my  thumb  and  held  him  tight  so  to  hold  him  and  not  squash  him. 
He  was  the  first  fly  I had  seen  this  year  and  a sure  sign  of  spring. 

I thought  of  my  relationship  with  other  flies  I had  known.  Of  the  ones  that 
found  their  way  into  my  watch  station  on  the  submarine  far  at  sea.  They  would 
have  been  sucked  down  into  our  world  thru  the  snorkel  and  worked  their  way 
thru  the  ship’s  ventilation  system  into  the  engine  room.  Someone  would  catch 
one  and  it  would  sit  on  his  finger.  And  he  would  carry  it  around  to  show  everyone 
his  fly,  like  it  was  some  exotic  bird. 

I thought  how  this  fly  was  another  living  entity  and  a pest  to  man.  “Our  Father 
please  accept  into  your  bosom  this  soul,  and  grant  him  a kinder  incarnation.” 

Snap!  The  pressure  had  increased  on  the  fly  and  smashed  his  head! 

How  hypocritical  it  is  to  pray  over  those  you  are  about  to  kill. 

Thumb  and  finger  separated  and  the  fly  fell  to  the  floor.  The  fly  moved  and 
started  to  crawl  away.  I was  happy  that  he  was  not  dead. 

A large  workshoe  lowered  over  the  fly  and  with  a turning  motion  crushed  him 
into  the  short-napped  gray  rug. 

. . be  thy  name.  Thy  Kingdom  come  thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as  it  is  in 
heaven.  Amen.  ” 

SLEEP?  SATURDAY 

by  Michael  O'Leary 


Awake  real  late 
Bleary  eyes  and  foggy  head 
worn  mind 
resting. 

Beyond  iced  glass 
Cloudy  skies;  flurries  flutter 
cresting 
bare  ground. 

Cup  o’  coffee 

Blazing  fire  and  soft  melody 
phone 
off  hook. 

Tattered  bathrobe 
Naked  feet  and  messy  hair 
alone 

at  last 

until  the  world  arrives  at  five  o’clock  p.  m. 
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AUDITORY 


by  E.  J.  MacHanis 


A man  on  a stretcher  is  brought  in 
he  is  bleeding 

His  wife  trots  beside  the  stretcher 
she’s  pleading 
And  a child  is  heard  crying. 

A blare  from  a speaker  call  “ninety  nine” 
a heart  has  stopped 
thank  God  it’s  not  mine. 

And  the  child  is  still  crying. 

People  in  white  scurry  here  and  there 
A quiet,  controlled  panic  is  in  the  air. 

The  child  is  heard  sobbing. 

A typewriter  clicks  from  the  admission  space 

“Your  insurance  number  please,  your  religion  and  race?” 

The  child  is  heard  screaming. 

Sounds  of  coughing,  sighing  and  low  moans  of  pain, 

A young  mother  pacing 
slowly  going  insane. 

The  child  once  again  crying. 

A man  in  a wheel  chair  to  X-ray  is  sped 
his  legs  at  odd  angles,  his  luck, 

he’s  not  dead. 


The  child  is  now  sobbing. 

First  come,  first  serve  is  never  the  rule, 
need  is  the  first  for  the  medicos  tool. 

The  child  is  now  silent. 

A child’s  mother  i$  heard 
crying. 
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GREEN  MOUNTAIN  AFTERMATH 


by  Richard  Bolcavitch 


I don’t  recall  his  exact  words  but  he  did  tell  me  to  get  off  the  highway.  I 
obliged  him  by  stepping  on  the  grass.  I wanted  no  hassle  from  the  State  Police. 
His  loudspeaker  then  informed  me  that  the  highways  boundary  is  the  fence,  yes, 
the  one  eight  feet  high  with  the  barbed  wire  on  top.  The  austere  expression  on  his 
face  was  transformed  into  a sleazy  grin.  My  face  said  smile,  my  mind  said  kiss  my 
ass  and  my  hands  and  feet  climbed. 

I began  to  make  my  way  through  branches  and  briars  and  over  broken-down 
stone  walls.  A loose  graveled  road  met  me.  I sat  down  by  its  side  and  got  a map 
out  of  my  pack.  I didn’t  expect  to  find  this  small  road  that  lay  before  me  on  the 
map.  There  it  was  though,  twisting  its  way  under  the  highway  and  through  every 
small  town  between  Manchester  and  Methuen.  My  timetable  evaporated  as  I 
stuck  the  map  back  into  my  pack. 

I got  up  and  shouldered  my  pack  and  adjusted  my  hip  belt.  After  wearing  the 
pack  for  a week  I was  very  used  to  it.  It  was  an  asylum  to  me.  It  held  my  food  and 
sheltered  my  down  sleeping  bag  from  the  rain.  As  I walked  on,  I assessed  my 
situation  over  in  my  mind.  I had  everything  I needed  on  my  back,  fruit,  nuts, 
water,  a tent  and  sleeping  bag. 

I must  have  gone  five  miles  without  a car  going  by  either  way.  Time  was 
meaningless.  Looking  forward,  I set  my  eye  upon  an  object  and  walked  to  it 
and  repeated  the  same  process  over  and  over  and  over.  My  mind  was  severed  from 
the  physical  aspect  of  walking,  my  feet  were  just  objects  to  transport  my  mind 
from  one  foot  to  the  next.  I began  to  observe  the  rise  in  altitude  as  the  feet 
walked  up  a hill.  The  breeze  picked  up,  the  sweat  on  my  face  evaporated  and 
cooled  me. 

Darkness  was  leisurely  ushered  in.  The  sun  took  a bow.  At  last  the  feet  could 
walk  without  my  face  being  scrutinized  by  strangers.  I was  safe  now,  with  my 
escort  the  night. 

Farther  on  my  feet  grew  wise.  This  was  not  like  the  soft  brown  earth  of 
Vermont,  even  the  rocks  and  boulders  along  the  Long  Trail  were  different,  each 
had  its  own  peculiar  configuration,  the  feet  were  challenged  to  grip  the  rocks  in 
various  ways.  The  feet  grew  indignant  towards  the  asphalt  and  began  to  swell. 
I sat  down  to  soothe  my  feet,  the  longer  I sat  down  the  more  I felt  like  staying 
there. 

Wearily  I got  up  and  began  my  assault  upon  the  asphalt.  The  moon  was  out 
now,  it  silhouetted  the  trees  along  the  road  and  altered  the  night  into  a pen  and 
ink  drawing.  I soon  passed  a sleazy  motel  and  contemplated  checking  in.  I 
pictured  myself  taking  my  boots  and  sweat-soaked  clothes  off  and  sledding  into  a 
hot  bath.  I tried  to  expunge  these  images  but  they  were  persistent.  I almost 
overlooked  the  sign  that  read,  “Entering  Salem,  N.  H.’’  I was  ecstatic,  only  10  or 
12  miles  further.  I trudged  on,  up  ahead.  I noticed  the  outline  of  a telephone 
booth.  I had  a couple  of  minutes  to  think  before  I got  there.  When  I reached  it  I 
took  off  my  pack,  found  a dime  in  my  pocket  and  called  Cleary  Cab  Co.  The  last 
10  miles  were  effortless. 
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THE  REIGN  OF  DIANA 


bij  E.  F.  Kenneally 

ah  - you  thought  I had  claws 
but  not  tools 
instinct  but  not 
craft 

oh-h-h,  you  are  so-o-o  busy 
with  your  backhand 
that  you  just  didn’t  know 
I 

was  creating 

, (offhand,  that  is) 

(I  still  giggle) 

but  I should  not  admit  that,  should  I? 
after  all, 

a giggle  is  such  a — 
foolish 

feminine 

frivolity 

and  only  men  like  you 
can  laugh  with, 
what  do  you  call  it? 

Gusto. 

gusto,  from  a billboard  telling  you  to  buy  beer 
and  like  a Pavlovian  dog, 
you  buying  it 

because  your  hands  can  grasp 
a stein  and  a woman’s  waist 
at  the 
same  time. 

Fascinating,  your  powers! 

So  then, 
macho  magnet 
I wish  you  good  luck 
as  you  try  to  control 
that  twitch  at  the  corner  of  your  mouth 
while  the  pierced  center  of  my  brain 
regenerates 
cerebral  strength 
a finger  an  eyelash 
a pretty  pure  soul 
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what  was  it  Eliot  said 
(no,  not  Eliot  Gould,  stupid) 

that  the  world  will  end  with  a whimper 
no,  it  will  end  with 
it  ends  with 

it  has  ended  — with  — 

a long,  low  wail,  a moan 
a dirge, 

a requiem 

for  those  who  could  not  learn 
that  the  moon 

was  the  blinding  element  of  the  earth 
not  the  sun 

suffer  the  pain  and  the  parting 
the  wind  and  the  waiting 

the  hope  and  the  helping  (which  really  was  hurting) 
the 

Christ,  your  face  just  broke 

fools,  fool  of  the  world 
foil  of  the  world, 

I drink  my  tea 
and  watch  you  burn 
I eat  my  pear 

and  watch  you  burn  yourself 
I wash  my  hands 
and  then  get  sick 

because  you  just  never  knew 

because,  how  could  you? 


possibly? 
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2,  4.  OPEN  THE  DOOR 


by  Stephen  Roberts 


A red  dented  Mustang  convertible  swung  up  to  the  speaker  and  slid  to  a stop  on 
the  worn  loosely  graveled  mound.  Loud  guffaws  followed  a tatooed  arm  out  to  the 
speaker  post  and  loudened  as  the  speaker  was  drawn  into  the  cloud  of  smokey 
dust  under  the  patched  canvas  top.  The  driver  punched  his  door  open  and  crawled 
out  as  if  he  had  just  returned  from  climbing  Mt.  Washington  on  a pogo  stick.  He 
was  thin,  wiry,  about  6’2”  and  wore  a crushed  Budweiser  beach  cap  on  the  back 
of  his  head.  He  wobbled  to  the  back  of  the  car  and  sprung  open  the  trunk.  He 
wrestled  his  spare  tire  for  the  case  of  Falstaff  and  after  winning,  dropped  them 
noisily  on  the  ground  to  retrieve  two  half  gallon  bottles  of  Bali-Hi.  He  balanced  the 
wine  on  the  case  of  beer  and  limped  gingerly  around  to  the  passenger’s  side,  bawl- 
ing obscenities  until  a pair  of  hands  shot  out  of  the  rear  window  and  spirited  away 
the  wine.  He  slid  the  case  through  the  door  window  into  the  lap  of  some  yahoo 
busily  punching  buttons  under  the  radio. 

The  driver  found  his  way  back  to  his  seat,  started  the  engine  and  goosed  it  as 
the  top  jerked  and  slowly  arched  up  and  back,  exposing  a blue  mist  and  four 
foul  looking  individuals.  The  mist  dissipated  swiftly  into  the  night  and  anxious 
eyes  on  all  sides  looked  as  though  they  wished  the  four  would  follow  its  fine 
example. 

They  were  a mangy  crew;  dirty  levi’s,  rumpled  t-shirts,  long  hair,  construction 
boots  and  loud  mouths  seemed  to  be  the  outstanding  requirements  of  membership. 
The  names  they  used  fit:  Wally  was  driving,  “Deebee”  was  shotgun,  and  “Zapp” 
was  in  back  with  some  critter  content  to  be  called  “Turd.” 

The  large  screen,  fourteen  rows  ahead,  lit  up  with  grinning  Mexican  bandits, 
bloody  wounds,  half  naked  senoritas,  and  multiple  gunshots.  Revenge  and  lust 
rained  down  on  the  foggy  foul  four  as  they  loudly  joked,  poked,  and  flooded  them- 
selves with  wine  washed  beer.  Three  of  them  took  frequent  trips  to  the  battered 
door  on  one  side  of  the  concession  stand.  “Turd”  didn’t  like  to  walk  so  he  repeated- 
ly refilled  beer  cans  and  lobbed  them  high  over  neighboring  cars;  this  caused  a few 
colorful  shouts  and  a few  soreheads  parked  further  away. 

Two-thirds  through  the  movie,  the  crew  became  anxious  about  Zapp.  He 
had  gone  to  the  stand  twenty  or  thirty  minutes  before  to  buy  some  pizza  and 
hadn’t  returned.  Zapp  could  handle  himself,  yet  he  managed  to  get  into  tight 
spots  more  often  than  the  rest.  Wally  decided  to  check  and  waded  through  his 
imaginary  bog  to  the  stand.  He  returned  a few  minutes  later  with  a shrug  and 
empty  hands.  No  Zapp.  An  old  Buick  with  a cracked  muffler  puffed  loudly  into 
the  space  next  to  the  Mustang.  Two  girls  and  one  Zapp  grinned  from  behind 
the  smudged  glass.  The  girl  driving  laid  on  her  horn  and  started  a horny  chain 
reaction  that  didn’t  stop  until  the  next  gun  fight. 
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“Hey,  these  nice  chicks  have  something  to  smoke  if  we’ll  let  ’em  suck  on  a 
beer  or  two,”  shouted  Zapp  as  he  rolled  his  eyes  and  grinned  a “Groucho”  grin. 

Three  voices  sung  as  one  and  the  merger  filled  the  Mustang,  three  in  back,  two 
in  front,  and  one  on  the  console  ashtray.  Zapp  pulled  the  girl  who  had  been 
driving  the  Buick  in  back  with  him.  She  was  seventeen  or  eighteen,  pudgy,  and 
wore  denim  all  around.  He  hefted  her  into  his  lap  and  laughing,  started  to  tease 
and  tickle  her.  She  giggled  and  squirmed,  put  her  arm  around  him  and  began  acting 
as  though  she  had  known  him  since  early  Sunday  school.  Turd  folded  his  arms 
over  his  chest  and  leaned  away  from  them.  The  girl  sitting  on  the  ashtray  called 
herself  Brenda  and  she  started  spinning  her  head  around  to  check  on  her  friend 
Coco.  Wally  and  Deebee  were  trying  desperately  to  gain  her  attention  between  sips 
of  beer.  Gradually  she  calmed  down  enough  to  produce  a couple  of  joints,  light 
them,  and  pass  them  around. 

Deebee  tried  to  wind  his  arm  around  Brenda’s  waist.  She  leaned  away  towards 
Wally  who  put  his  cheek  next  to  her  breast,  and  scrambled  wildly  with  Deebee  for 
arm  space  behind  her,  “Come  on,  cut  the  shit  will  ya,”  she  blurted.  “Let’s  just  sit 
here  and  have  a good  time  without  all  this  grabby,  grabby.”  Turd  worked  his 
foot  under  her  hips  in  answer,  and  wiggled  his  toes.  She  jumped  up  and  started 
clawing  over  Wally  to  get  out  of  the  car.  Deebee  pulled  her  back  down  onto  the 
console  and  tried  to  convince  her  that  they  would  behave  as  he  shot  optical  darts 
at  Turd.  She  fretted  and  fidgeted,  but  she  stayed;  her  eyes  bobbed  back  and 
forth  warily. 

Ten  minutes  later,  Zapp  and  Coco  were  busy  in  each  other’s  denim  when 
Turd  slipped  his  inquisitive  foot  under  Brenda  again.  This  time  Brenda  pushed 
herself  back,  sat  on  his  ankle  and  snatching  the  cigarette  from  Wally’s  mouth, 
began  to  caress  his  toes  with  the  lit  end.  Turd  howled  like  a wounded  dog  and 
pulled  his  foot  back  scraping  his  -heel  in  the  ashtray.  Brenda  turned  to  face  him, 
eyes  on  fire  and  ready  to  rake  his  face  with  her  nails.  Turd  was  silent;  he  slid 
lower  in  his  seat  and  tried  to  smirk  it  off. 

Coco  spun  away  from  Zapp.  “Everything  OK  Brenda?”  she  asked  sweetly.  Her 
work  shirt  was  unbuttoned  and  fell  open.  Brenda  nodded  nervously  and  began  a 
conversation  with  Deebee  about  controlling  Turd. 

“Dumb  bitch  shouldn’ta  come  in  the  car  if  she  didn’t  wanta  fuck,”  mumbled 
Turd  in  his  defense. 

Just  before  intermission,  Zapp  and  Coco  squirmed  out  of  the  Mustang  and 
into  the  Buick,  clutching  their  clothes  tightly  to  their  bodies.  They  fell  out  of 
view  into  the  back  seat.  Turd  tried  to  persuade  Wally  and  Deebee  into  following 
him  over  to  the  Buick  and  giving  the  trunk  and  roof  a few  noisy  thumps  and  bangs. 
They  shook  their  heads  no  and  pretended  to  be  very  interested  in  the  movie. 
Brenda  began  to  explain  that  she  hadn’t  known  Coco  very  long  and  that  this  was 
the  first  and  last  time  she’d  do  this.  She  wasn’t  happy  with  Coco. 

During  intermission  Turd  went  to  the  concession  stand.  Deebee  and  Brenda 
took  over  the  back  seat,  she  was  sore  from  sitting  on  the  ashtray  so  long.  Brenda 
stayed  to  one  side  and  convinced  Deebee  that  she  really  was  not  interested  in 
fooling  around.  She  had  a friend  named  Tom  that  she  had  been  seeing  for  seven 
months;  a record  for  her  that  she  was  in  no  hurry  to  end.  She  enjoyed  talking  to 
different  people  and  Deebee  was  a “different  people.”  They  smoked,  drank  and 
chatted  lightly  until  Turd  returned  to  foul  the  already  unpleasant  atmosphere. 
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The  Bronson  blood  path  was  twenty  minutes  past  the  credits  when  Zapp  snaked 
out  of  the  Buick  and  stretched  with  a contented  howling  yawn.  He  sauntered 
the  few  feet  between  the  cars  and  leaned  on  Wally’s  door.  He  snuck  a quick  glance 
at  Brenda  who  was  busy  staring  at  her  finger  nails  and  looking  as  though  she’d  been 
picked  to  represent  the  village  at  the  annual  volcano  appeasement  ceremony. 

“Hey  Wally,  Coco  says  she’d  like  a little  more,  and  I’ve  had  all  I want.” 
Zapp  spoke  soft,  deep,  and  smooth.  “It  ain’t  gold  but  it  sure  beats  the  hell  out  of 
the  single  stroke  method.”  Zapp  was  smiling  diamonds,  his  eyes  alive  with  sparkle. 
“You  three  retards  can  flip  coins  to  see  who’s  first.” 

Deebee  cleared  his  throat,  “Count  me  out,”  he  chirped  as  though  he  weren’t 
convinced  for  or  against. 

Turd  got  red  in  the  face,  looked  at  the  floor  and  stammered  that  he  didn’t  do 
well  in  team  sports. 

“Well  hell,  I ain’t  got  no  pride,”  boasted  Wally.  “Pussy’s  pussy,  and  I ain’t  turnin’ 
it  down,  second,  third,  or  fourteenth.  Free’s  good.”  He  climbed  over  the  door 
and  lowering  his  hat  to  the  bridge  of  his  nose,  stepped  quickly  into  the  waiting 
Buick.  As  he  leaned  out  to  shut  the  door,  he  shot  a quick  bird  at  Turd  who  was 
muttering  something  inappropriate  to  Zapp. 

Wally  must  have  been  a minute  man.  He  plowed  his  fields  and  planted  seed 
almost  before  the  frost  was  gone.  Five  minutes  hadn’t  passed  when  he  returned 
grinning  and  demanding  his  seat  back.  Coco  didn’t  come  back  to  the  Mustang. 
She  rearranged  her  clothing  and  crawled  over  the  seat  to  start  her  car. 

“I  think  she’s  trying  to  tell  me  something,”  noted  Brenda.  “See  ya.”  She  moved 
to  climb  out  of  the  car  and  then  as  if  in  after  thought  she  gently  grasped  Deebee’s 
ears  and  kissed  him  lightly  on  the  forehead.  She  bolted  fast  leaving  Deebee  looking 
around  as  though  someone  had  stolen  his  eyebrows. 

The  Buick  stayed  beside  them  until  the  movie  ended.  Wally  put  the  top  up  and 
beer  cans,  wine  bottles,  papers  and  cardboard  popped  out  of  the  windows.  The 
laughing  and  shouting  as  the  cars  began  to  dash  towards  the  exit.  They  were  look- 
ing for  a way  out,  anyway  out. 
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This  being  our  third  and  last  issue  we  would  like  to  thank  our  three  faculty 
advisors,  Bernie,  Ellie,  and  Linda  for  all  their  time  and  attention  they  have  devoted 
to  helping  us  grind  out  these  issues. 

It  is  always  nice  to  know  that  somebody  cares. 

F.  J. 

E.  M. 

J.  M. 


